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GABRIELLE. 

A DREAM FROM THE TREASURES CONTAINED IN THE 
LETTERS OF ABELARD AND HELOISE. 



BY KATHERINE MACKAY. 



CHARACTERS: 
GABRIELLB. THEOPHILE. GEEGOIEE. 

The period of the play is late in the 11th century. The time of 
the action covers one year. 



ACTI. 



" Ich sag* euch gebt nur tnchr und immer, immer mehr, 
So konnt ihr euch vom Ziele nie verirren." 

The scene represents the library in the house of Qre'goire. On the left 
is a large open fireplace, with a blazing fire. A long table covered with 
boohs, and with two tall candlesticks at the corners, stands near it. A 
carved armchair at both ends of the table. Books line the walls. The 
coloring of the room is a sombre red. At the back of the stage, facing 
the audience, is a door leading to a terrace; a wide window on either 
side of the door, through which one sees the city of Paris and the coun- 
try beyond. At the beginning of the scene, the whole stage is lighted 
by the glow of the setting sun on the autumn landscape; as the sun 
slowly sinks beneath the horizon, dusk creeps over the country and the 
light of the fire illuminates the actors, throwing their faces into strong 
relief. Night comes on gently, and by the end of the Act the view is 
bathed in soft moonlight. 

Oabrielle is seated in the chair nearest the fire, listening to Thiophile 
read; her arms are resting on the table, her hands are loosely clasped, 
her eyes are on his face. She is dressed in white. TMophile is stand- 
ing near the fire, his back to the audience, finishing a manuscript cov- 
ered with Papal seals. 

Theophile (reading). " Transgressed the limits of his fore- 
fathers." .... Because I have questioned the rationality of 
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the doctrine of the Trinity ! So if I continue my work, it must 
be in secret. Freedom of thought frightens the Church so much, 
she forbids philosophical speculation. All my years of work 
have brought me this, a reprimand, a warning from His Holiness. 
By what right does he say I shall go no further ? Does he think 
I am terrified by the power of the throne in Eome ? 

Gabrielle. Established custom fears the questioner. You, who 
have been brave enough to think without its empty books, strong 
enough to work without its help, tall enough to look over its limi- 
tations into pure nature beyond, must expect rebuke. The toler- 
ance of the Church has meant nothing to you. Work on without it, 
grow into achievement in spite of its disapproval. Individuality 
is the spark of originating life these men call soul; let it grow 
free and straight. Our only obligation is to the Cosmos which 
gave us a little substance and a little power. If we give our 
utmost towards the Great Total, we pay the price of living. You 
and I have laid out a road to walk across this earth which has no 
boundary walls. Free from mental superstitions, you have 
sought the elements for God. You have seen Him in the waters, 
you have breathed Him in with the air, you have worshipped 
Him in the stars. We have studied and understood our masters 
of two thousand years ago. Truth is in them. Fill your brain 
with the purest thoughts of science and philosophy, life and 
death, those grand dead thinkers worked put so carefully. Soar 
on and on into unknown cycles of thought, until you find the 
answer of the All and preach it to the world. Let the Pope 
send his reprimand to-day; the morning will dawn which shall 
bring his emissary to you, asking your advice. Leave the Church, 
stand forth before France and Germany, Spain and Italy, and 
proclaim its rottenness to the world. 

Theophile. I cannot do that. My career is within the limits 
of the Church. As I mount higher and higher through the 
ranks of this wonderful organization, preaching our truths un- 
obtrusively, opening all the ancient channels of learning to my 
fellow churchmen, showing them how knowledge and religion 
may be blended and taught, I shall acquire a vast audience, reach- 
ing all countries lying in the shadow of Rome. My years of 
assent will have accustomed the learned and the learners to the 
sound of my voice and the meaning of my words, until, when 
the triple mitre is placed upon my brow, and St. Peter's key is 
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in my hand, I shall control the world with my will, letting the 
mitre prove through me the power of knowledge. 

Gabrielle. And will not the key be too heavy for you to open 
the gates to the stars ? Nay, Theophile, you do not believe in your 
inmost heart that there is truth in all those ranks of priestly in- 
triguers. Your eyes pierce through their lies. If you make 
something you do not believe in the means of your achieve- 
ment, there will be little merit in the Gospel you preach. And 
do you suppose that once within the Church's limits your hunger 
for learning will be keen? You, too, will close the gates of the 
Past; you, too, will block the road to Knowledge, fearing to lose 
power. 

Theophile. I will use my power from within to speak so that 
all may understand. Think of the Church of Kome as you do 
of the town-crier; with the sounds of sweet music, the sensuous- 
ness of beautiful churches, the gorgeousness of pageants, the per- 
fume of clouds and incense, it attracts the multitude, and gives to 
some of those who listen a little wisdom and a little truth. If I 
leave it, if I start again alone, I shall have to strain every particle 
of energy to gain followers one by one, whereas now my audience 
is innumerable, reaching from ocean to ocean. They will all 
stop and listen, and nearly all must learn. I shall be the leader 
of mankind ; I will teach our gospel to Humanity. 

Gabrielle. Not thus can we see the Infinite. Not looking up 
from crumbling and decaying superstitions, but abreast with the 
foremost workers, unhampered by ties or obligations, letting our 
souls guide us to the accomplishment of the task our capacity 
has set for us. 

Theophile. You are so young, I am so old. . . . Perhaps I love 
you all the more because of your earnest view of life, your am- 
bition, your youth-given impetuosity. 

Gabrielle (hissing him gently on both eyes). Our souls live 
in the firmament, walking among the stars. 

Theophile (hissing her passionately upon the mouth). Our 
bodies live in the city of Paris, walking among strangers. 

Gabrielle. The Greeks led a beautiful, thinking life, learning 
of a peaceful dreamless sleep to follow. Let us walk with them 
for a little way; breathing the cool, calm air of Athens, looking 
in their ruined temples. Friendship and Love are there, so close 
entwined we cannot tell the difference. 
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Theophile. You are a strange combination; the strongest of 
your qualities are your sentiment and your ambition. You would 
have me rush blindly into a stone wall, when, with a little pa- 
tience and by a little longer walk, I may find an open gate through 
which to enter the field of work. The strength of your feeling 
for me lies in the fact that your love makes me seem to you 
what you wish me to be. In reality, compared with you, I am a 
cold-blooded old man, with no sentiment, many weaknesses, but 
with a sincere appreciation of you. 

Gdbrielle. If you had no sentiment, and if you were the cynical 
old gnome carrying fagots to the fire you love to picture yourself 
to me, you would not tell me so. You feel too much. I can see 
all the sorrows of humanity in the lines of your face. You stand 
alone like Atlas, bearing the burden of the world on those strong 
shoulders. We are here to work in the best way, using every 
minute of our life. As the days unfold the future into the present, 
and we shall have lived our share, we shall see our love bloom 
again in our child's eyes; and, as we sink into disuse and death, 
we may feel the scale of human justice bending a little with the 
weight of our small fraction of work accomplished. Your task 
is to preach the truth the Ancients have shown you, adding your 
conception of the solution of the problem of Life. 

We all dwell too much upon the dead future, while we are work- 
ing in the living present. Deeds, not dreams, lead us on to our 
goal. I wish I might build a big fire out there in the fields, and 
watch superstition, deception, false values, and, above all, the 
everlasting golden calf, burn up in smoke. Then, in the air of 
pure reason, your voice would ring out, you would give far more 
than you destroy. Be true to your best self alone. 

Theophile. Alone, and with you. For, since that day a year 
ago when I came into this house as your teacher, I have had two 
thoughts in my mind, two loves in my heart, two truths in my 
soul : my work and you. As they matured together, I have known 
your power and understood it. Some fires burn but to fill a room 
with smoke ; mine shall burn to illuminate the world. 

Gdbrielle. If my power were the stronger, it might put the 
fire out. Passion leaves but ashes, love gives birth to friendship. 
Let us continue to live our lives our way, working, thinking, lov- 
ing, in unison. Because we are not man and wife, you free to be 
yourself, I to be myself. Our very separation gives our powers 
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new impetus, more vigor. We shall watch our fire of love burn 
through future years, and, if we see the flame growing dim, who- 
ever feels the creeping shadow first must gently blow it out, that 
neither of us may touch the ashes, and both of us may know 
the Phoenix-Friendship. 

Theophile. Into the infinite I shall love you and need you by 
my side. Marry me. Then there can be no thought of ashes, nor 
of cold-blooded friendship. Marry me for the sake of the stranger 
on its way to us. Let me spare you the shame of the world's cold 
judgment. Be mine before all. Our love will be purified by the 
marriage bond, the union of our hearts and souls will be completed 
by the blending of our daily lives. 

Gabrielle. What tears would this marriage cause philosophy 
to shed ! You, created for the benefit of the world, made to serve 
a wife ! Eemember what wise men have said of marriage. Read 
what St. Jerome wrote : " A Sage should never enter matrimony, 
for a wife and philosophy are more than one man's burden." 
What union is possible between a book and a spinning-wheel, a 
desk and a cradle? Is there a man who, meditating some deep 
thought-work, can concentrate the force of his brain, while the 
cry of a new-born infant and the cradle-song of a mother are 
ringing in his ears? Trammelled by any bond, your philosophy 
would die, and our love would decay beside its corpse. The obli- 
gation, the duty of marriage, would stifle aspiration in us both. 
We could not dream into the unknown then, as now. Our free 
love could not breathe in routine-dulled days and years. No, I 
shall not be your legal wife. 

Theophile. For your sake, for your child's sake, marry me ! 

Gabrielle. For the growth of your knowledge, for the preser- 
vation of your love, no. 

Theophile. In the name of worldly wisdom and human experi- 
ence, be my wife. 

Gabrielle (rising and walking to Theophile, speaking with her 
hands on his shoulders). Listen. I love you more than myself, 
more than my past, more than my future. You are all three to 
me. I love you of my own will, for your sake. You always find 
me ready to give you what you seek: I am either your friend or 
your mistress. I keenly feel your limitations as well as your pos- 
sibilities. Your achievement is the aim of my love. Grow, you 
must; live, you must; and you shall fulfil your duty towards the 
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creative power which gave you genius. If I married you, love 
might absorb your personality, your power " to do," it might dull 
your activity, clog your thought. By blending our daily lives, the 
inspiration might cease. There would be no separation between 
my soul and your brain. The nearness of our being would dull 
sensation, deadening the life-giving spark. Because I am not 
wholly yours, you fear to lose me. You strive to satisfy my 
boundless belief in you. I am far enough from you to seem an 
ethereal muse. If you make me your wife, I shall soon turn to 
flesh and blood at your touch, and my inspiring lyre will crumble 
in your hand to daily bread and butter. 

Theophile. I want you to be a human woman, living on a hu- 
man earth. Marry me, come to my old home, in the north. 
There, in my solemn stone hall, in those wild hills, with the sound 
of the ocean in our ears, we can stand upon a solid basis. Our 
flights to Dreamland will be all the easier from that wild coun- 
try : the stars and the sky will be very near us there. I will pre- 
pare my work, carefully revising what I already believe, perfect- 
ing and purifying the Gospel of Knowledge. This work we can 
do together, and surely in the coming winter nights, while we 
sit, filled with the past, we shall feel that the hand of Time has 
failed to find us, and we shall count our days and years by 
work accomplished, love increased. There our. child shall draw 
its first breath. Think of our peaceful years — you and he and I. 
If you become my wife, you will not have to bear the bitterness 
of the question you will inevitably hear in that sure-coming fu- 
ture, when eyes like mine shall look into yours and say : " Where 
is my father ?" 

I look through past years, and several gentle visions glim- 
mer softly in vague recesses of my mind: lovely women, dark 
and fair, who make me think of lilacs and white roses, of daisies 
and the heavy-scented hyacinth. I touched the stem of each, 
holding it in my hand; but as I touched, I went on my way and 
did not pluck a flower. My heart had not been warmed, I could 
not love. Oh ! what a lonely road mine was ! How I was haunted 
by the faces of the friends I had outgrown, the loves I could not 
feel! Then I saw you. A bunch of flowers of all kinds you 
were to me, and in the midst of the lilacs and the violets, the 
orchids and the pansies, there was one crimson rose : the burning 
heart of all your being, which quivered at my touch and thrilled 
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me with your love. Your heart I must have for all my life ; give 
it to me, dearest. Let me take you to my home. 

Gabrielle. It is yours for always, " Oh, thou whom my soul 
loveth." Yes, I will go with you to your father's home. But 
no one shall know. Secretly I will go with you into that strange 
country, and secretly give birth to our child. I love the prospect 
of our peaceful winter, and I shall bless the snow which deadens 
sound and covers footsteps. If the morning comes when you shall 
ask the time, I shall not stay to answer. Not as your wife, but as 
your love, as the one flower you wanted enough to fold in your 
heart and make yours. The others gave you little, because they 
did not know the deep joy of loving their love more than them- 
selves. As long as you need me I will stay with you. 

If I married you, your church would excommunicate you. You 
would not leave it for the sake of freedom of thought, but you 
would leave it for the sake of possessing me nominally more 
than you already do. I dare not value myself as high as your 
ambition. A poor sort of woman I should be to allow your love 
to sacrifice your career. The two can live only if they are one. 
Let me be silently happy with you in your success, gently clasping 
you in my arms and resting your heavy head on my breast, when 
the hour of trial shall seem too bitter for you to fight alone. As 
for the future, my child's questions, I shall answer them. This 
child is mine; it is the crystallization of our love, and if I am 
ever left alone with it, I will see in it a living memory of my 
dearest hours, and my heart shall find an answer to all its 
puzzling questions. 

Theophile. You Have a heart of which I cannot see the depths, 
a will as strong as mine. You wish it, my friend; come to the 
hills to-day. There we shall find our happiness, outside the 
world, within our own laws. 

Gabrielle. The dusk is creeping even now over the country. 
When the night comes, I will go out with you in its shadows to 
look for the sun rising over the seas. Sit close to me, dear love, I 
dreamt a dream last night. Let me tell it to you while you see 
my vision in the fire. (Theophile sits at her feet and listens to 
her with his hands in her lap.) 

The roar of the passing worlds deafened me. It seemed as if 
I was in the harmonies of a thousand organs rolling by. I felt 
the rhythm with exquisite pleasure. The Spirit of Life filled 
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Space. The melody of the stars was the stream of its thought. 
The Spirit of Life is Consciousness. The stream was a million 
million particles which flowed on, until each reached the star 
where in a human body it became a soul and lived the span of its 
capacity. 

One of these particles was stronger than the rest, for it was pure 
Love. As it floated on the stream, because of its strength the 
Spirit of Life felt it and knew its power. So the Spirit said, in 
speech which was not words, but which I understood : " I am Eter- 
nity. I am the Whole, unconscious of the individual sparks which 
people worlds. This particle is entire and it is worth a test. 
It shall separate into two parts, and live two different earthly 
lives. If it be pure Love, the parts will grow together again, 
proving me to the world, making another era on the earth." 

The particle dissolved in two, as the Spirit spoke. One frag- 
ment was the larger; it dropped to earth with great velocity, 
and, reaching here, was born in the body of a boy. Perhaps its 
rapid flight had wearied it, for, no sooner did it touch the child, 
than it sank into the undermost recesses of his heart and slept 
there peacefully. The lighter part was longer falling, and when 
it reached the earth it kissed the brow of a tiny maid and grew 
into her soul and filled it. The boy became a man. He worked 
and thought and lived. His fragment of eternity had slept so 
soundly for so many years that neither his brain nor his heart 
knew it was there. He accomplished much and became the 
philosopher of the day. Cruel, heartless, they said he was, because 
he never gave any of his real self to either man or woman. Lonely 
he was in his desert of dead knowledge, striving to fill his life 
with deeds, losing much because he knew not love, gaining much 
because his very self-sufficiency seemed to charm the others' best 
into his path. He sought the dead and the living world for hap- 
piness, but he never found it, as he thought his happiness. would 
come to him from another's heart ; and where we seek so hard for 
love in others, we cannot find it in ourselves. The years rolled by, 
making him a student and a scholar, learned enough to refute the 
teachings of those who taught him ; a studious worker, cold, hard 
as mountain rock in his will, calm and serious as a great broad 
river in his desires. 

The baby girl grew into maidenhood through many stormy years. 
The little fragment in her heart absorbed her nature and made 
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her will its own. She looked for happiness by loving others. 
Several times she thought she loved, but the Spirit in her drew 
back and said, " Not this one, he is a stranger." So the maid 
lived quietly with her father, learning with him from his books 
much of the world's knowledge, deriving real pleasure from his 
intellectual companionship, growing into womanhood alone. One 
day the famous scholar was to speak in the church to which her 
father took her every Sunday. A beautiful Spring morning it 
was, all nature seemed aglow with life. She knelt before the 
altar, and, kneeling there, her eyes turned to the pulpit. A man 
stood in it with flashing glances and a voice of gold, which seemed 
to enter into her whole being, and play on each string so in- 
tensely, she knew not if it was with pain or joy. On the instant 
the Spirit in her beat the blood through her veins into a raging 
torrent; what words this stern gray-haired man spoke, she knew 
not, for the Spirit made her heart beat so wildly that all she heard 
was her soul throbbing the thought: " I have found him; it is my 
stronger self." 

From that day a great wave of peace drowned all her troubled 
questionings. The Spirit was waiting for its other part. The 
preacher had seen the girl and her auburn hair and her strange 
eyes. Beautiful he thought her, but only in his mind. The 
stone in his breast was untouched. Time passed. The girl was 
twenty. The preacher past forty; their lives were far apart. 
One day he passed her garden gate as she was coming out. The 
Spirit in her looked at his from her gray eyes with so much 
power, that something in his breast melted, and from under its 
icy cover his fragment of eternity raised its tendrils and felt 
its other self. In that moment the man and the girl knew 
love. 

Then the vision of their human forms grew dim, and I felt 
again the vast roar of the ever-travailing universe, and I saw again 
the Spirit of Life, and I heard again that speech which was 
the melody of the heavens. But what the Spirit spoke I do not 
know; for I awoke, and, behold! it was the dawn of another day 
in which you were to come to me. 

(A long pause. They sit in silence, Th6ophile looks into the fire, while 
Gabrielle gently strokes his head, and sighs. Night has come. The fire 
lights their faces. The sound of distant chureh-bells, ringing a death- 
knell, comes through the open window.) 
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Theophile (rises, walks to the door, opens it. The bells sound 
louder. The terrace and street are hidden in darkness. He goes 
back to Oabrielle and takes her hand). Come, my love, our hour 
is here. Come, before the moon, rises. 

(Oabrielle sighs again deeply, rises from her chair, walks across to 
the further end of the room, opens a cupboard, takes a long black cloak 
from it, wraps it around herself, and walks back to ThSophile, with both 
hands outstretched. Be leads her to the open door. Gabrielle keeps 
her eyes on Ms. They cross the threshold, and vanish in the darkness. 

The fire bums low. The moon rises and floods the empty room, the 
church-bells ring on solemnly.) 



ACT II. 

" To know the change and feel it, 
When there is none to heal it 
Nor numbed sense to steal it, 
Was never said in rhyme." 

The scene represents a stone hall which is lighted by two stained-glass 
windows. On the left is a small door leading to Gabrielle's room. Facing 
the audience is a wider door hung with faded tapestries, leading, to an- 
other smaller hall. What furniture there is looks worn and old. A 
reading-desk stands by the farthest window, upon which is an open 
book. A spray of tender green leaves lies across the pages. The window 
nearest the audience is open. It leads to a stone balcony. 

The sound of the waves breaking on the rocks below is heard; through 
the window one sees only the sky. It is the beginning of May, but 
Spring is late in the north, the sun has little warmth. 

Gabrielle is standing on the balcony, leaning over the balustrade. The 
wind is blowing through her hair, which looks like gold in the morning 
sun. She is dressed in gray. 



Scene I. 



Oabrielle (lifting her hands so the rays of the sun shine on 
them). Golden Sunbeam, it will cost you nearly all the hours 
of your life to light your way from this dreary rock to where he 
dwells. Bear him a message from me of love and tender greet- 
ings. Whisper to him of the tiny stranger in my room there, 
whom you awoke this morning with your inquiring rays. 

Perhaps to-night at sunset, if he leans from his window over- 
looking Paris, he will feel you, Sunbeam, and understand the 
message of your golden glow. If he is late at work and your 
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hour is done, tell the Evening Star what you are seeing now, so 
he may whisper to my love : " The waves are breaking on the 
rocks, she has waited for you through many lingering months !" 

(Gabrielle enters the room, crosses to the small door, opens it, listens 
and, leaving it ajar, goes to the reading-desk. She rests her elbows on 
the book, clasping her forehead with her hands.) 

Eight months ago he brought me here. For twenty days we 
loved and lived as we had said we would. The joy of that short 
time proved Love is Life .... to woman. 

One morning I awoke alone. In that instant, a thousand years 
of anguish I knew. My enemy, his other self, had taken him 
away from me. They brought me a letter of words, not feelings, 
in which I read of work, the church, his duty, with a terribly 
clear knowledge of the real meaning. They tell me days rolled 
by, that on Christmas night my son was born " in the hall of his 
father's home." For weeks I seemed a dream, watching the mirage 
of my starved imagination: presently, I would awaken in my fa- 
ther's house to read my fancies in some ancient book. 

One day the sound of the waves awoke me, driving away all 
weakness, showing me myself. I lay there thinking, compelling 
my heart to feel that I might doubt God and his creations; but 
one thing is sacred, real, true, my love for Theophile. Of it there 
shall be no doubt. I read his letters, telling of advancement 
and success ; I followed his studies here, endeavoring to keep near 
him on his distant road. If I am only what those other women 
were to him, if he has run the gamut of my mind, he cannot 
fathom the depths of my heart, for they are beyond philosophy, 
and every one is his. 

I have put my sorrow out of my mind, burying it in my heart. 
With renewed vigor and a clear brain I have opened my books, 
so he shall find me ready to work on with him, living his life in 
him, not living mine in his. (Gabrielle turns the pages of the 
book and reads.) 

" Intreat me not to leave thee, 
And to return from following after thee: 
For whither thou goest, I will go: 
And where thou lodgest, I will lodge: 
Thy people shall be my people, 
And thy God, my God: 
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Where thou diest, I will die, 

And there will I be buried: 

The Lord do so to me, 

And more also, 

If aught but death part you and me." 

(As she reaches the line: "And thy God, my God," the curtains of 
the tig door are slowly drawn aside by Theophile, who listens in the 
doorway.) 

Come to me soon, bring me back those clear eyes, those strong 
hands, that- tender heart. Come, my love! 



Scene II. 

Theophile (speaking from the door). I am here. 

Gdbrielle (turns at the sound of his voice, sees him; her hands 
drop to her sides, for a minute she stands speechless. Then 
moving her lips only, she speaks softly). You heard the waves 
on the rocks, you felt the cold winds blow, you knew I was waiting 
for you ? 

Theophile (kissing her face passionately, holding her in his 
arms). A dreary winter of work, nothing but work. But the 
Eve of Promise shall soon be the Morrow of Achievement. 

Gdbrielle. You look so weary, TMophile, the light has gone 
from your eyes. Where is your youth ? 

Theophile. I was born old youth I never had. The 

semblance of it you lent me has vanished in the hours of study. 
Do not stand there with all your soul questioning me from your 
eyes. Put your arms around my neck and kiss me. 

Gdbrielle (without moving). Something I loved has left you 
with a strange line written across your forehead in its stead. 
Have you found philosophy by losing love? 

Theophile. I have lost nothing. 

Gdbrielle. Have you found happiness ? 

Theophile. The only real happiness in life is derived from in- 
tellectual pleasures. They give satisfaction. Love is composed 
of different qualities. The source of each is in your brain. The 
physical part is the least of all and lasts the shortest time. When 
it dies, as it inevitably will, whether in a few months or a few 
years, we shall continue another relationship on purely mental 
grounds. 
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Gabrielle. Had we not better begin this friendship now? I 
think your love is going. I cannot bear to see it dwindle to a 
tiny heap of tender memories, which might change to bitter sor- 
rows if time were to hold them in her lingering hand. 

Theophile. I am not aware of any change in my feeling tow- 
ards you. No other woman has given me as much as you. 

Gabrielle (throwing her arms around his neck and hissing him). 
Dear, you will not see how deeply I care for you. You will 
not let me into your working life. Am I of any use to you ? 

Theophile. There is no necessity of your being of use to me. 
Our lives are very different. Mine is one of work. Work I do 
best alone. Even you, were you to interfere with my duty, would 
be left behind on my toiling road. When I go out of your life, 
you will soon find a warmer, younger love to give you your sort 
of happiness. 

Gabrielle (in a voice of hopeless sadness). You will not see 
how I hunger for you. You will not let yourself believe I love 
you. Some day I may prove it. I have given you the virginity 
of my mind and of my body. There is nothing left for any one 
else. Why do you let cynical Philosophy blind your eyes to 
love? 

Theophile (looking around the room). Where is the 
boy? 

Gabrielle (going over to her door, points within). There. How 
shall we begin the writing in his soul? (Theophile passes her, 
walks into the room, closes the door. Gabrielle sobs deeply once, 
without a tear.) Is there nothing real in life ? 

From the open window comes the sound of a boy's voice singing: 
" Gabrielle! Love! I call to thee, and in the low refrain 
That breathes within my heart of hearts, I hear thy voice again. 
The sad, soft echo wafted by upon the night wind's wings, 
Bears back to me thy living sighs, and in the shadow sings 
That song which I most love to hear. The harmonies that swell 
Upon the breeze, my ears translate to mean 'Loved Gabrielle!' 
I see thy image in my sleep, I sigh for thee by day, 
My passion burns through endless nights; I vanish quite away 
From my dull self, when in my dreams I hold my darling fast, 
And melt, like morning mist, within the shadow of the past." 

Gabrielle (listening with a look of horror in her eyes as she 
recognizes the song). Yes .... ashes! 
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Scene III. 
A small boy draws the curtains of the main door aside. QrSgoire enters. 

Gregoire (to the boy). Here is your pay for showing me the 
road from the village. Go. (Turning to Gabrielle.) Where is 
your lover ? 

Gabrielle. In my room with our son. Why are you here? 
How did you find me ? 

Gregoire. You dare to speak to me thus ? Have you no shame ? 
No modesty to hide your sin? For eight months I have sought 
you. First I thought you were dead and mourned for you. Then 
I grew suspicious of my friend, your teacher : he never came near 
me. I had him watched. Then this scholar of yours, not con- 
tent with robbing you of your virtue secretly, must feed his vanity 
by selling his love-songs to the city. Your amours are sung in the 
palace, screeched in the gutter; Tinsel and Mud both smile at the 
story of Theophile and Gabrielle. So the day he left Paris I 
followed. I tracked him to the village yonder. Why, even the 
small boy who led my horse here sang one of his songs. What 
manner of man is this, who comes into his friend's house and de- 
ceives him, who pretends to teach his daughter philosophy, and 
shows her sin ? He is here you say ; call him. He must pay the 
price of his crime. Call him. 

Gabrielle. There is no crime for which Theophile need pay 
a price. I loved him; I gave him all I had. There is no sin in 
giving Love. A gift has no price. If, when I look in the mirror 
of my soul, I saw a guilt-soiled surface .... sin would be 
there; but as his true clear eyes meet mine within, there is no 
wrong. He did not take, I gave. I belonged to myself, I took 
nothing from you. You cannot ask for any payment. 

Gregoire. Has he murdered your conscience ? If you will not 
see your sin towards the world, you must realize your guilt towards 
yourself. You had everything to make your life agreeable, easy, 
happy. I hoped soon to see you the honored wife of some learned 
lord, a living example of what a clever woman may do to elevate 
her corner of the world, using her intellect to influence men and 
women towards living worthy, thoughtful, honorable lives. Many 
years we spent together over books ; I watched your mind assimi- 
lating knowledge, thinking you would thus be prepared for a great 
career. My friends advised me against over-teaching you. They 
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argued that a woman's mind was not strong enough to face life in 
the glare Of truth, that you would become an alien among us all. 
An alien indeed ! The hours of study must have undermined all 
your standards; so when the Tempter came, he only had to lead 
you to an imaginary star, promising you all the kingdoms of 
eternity, if . ... A moral suicide he made you. For this he must 
pay too, and I know the penalty. (Theophile opens the door and 
stands listening on the threshold.) Either he marries you, thus 
justifying you, or I shall avenge the stain of your body and the 
murder of your soul by damning him in his career, first; then, 
when he has sunk to the lowest ebb of hopeless disappointment, 
I shall let him linger in bitter disgrace and poverty, until I feel 
the hour has come to kill him. He must pay the forfeit of your 
soul's death by the extinction of his mind and of his body. 

Galrielle. I have not married him because I would not. He 
begged me to become his wife many months ago. You could not 
understand my reasons if I explained. There is no use in my de- 
grading my love by laying it bare to you. I will not answer you. 
You wish to end his mental and his physical life. The task is 
more than your moral pride and worldly power can undertake 
to carry out. End his life by the dagger of a hired varlet if you 
dare, but prevent his working his utmost during his remaining 
days, you cannot. Go back to your Paris, live in your worldli- 
ness, rot in your vengeance. Track him, hound him, murder 
him; his spirit you shall not break. My love is stronger than 
your hate. 



Scejte IV. 

Theophile (quietly approaching Oregoire). Greetings to you, 
Gregoire. Have you come from Paris to help me persuade my 
love to honor me by becoming my wife ? 

Oregoire (aside). A very clever man. (Very coldly.) Either 
my daughter marries you, or your career is ended. 

Gdbrielle (to Theophile). Tell my father you are equal to his 
vengeance, show him how impossible it is for strife and blood- 
shed to disturb our love, prove your power, speak the truth. 

Theophile (talcing her hand). You once refused to marry me 
for love; a second time, because of my career; I ask you now to 
save our love, to help me in my work, by answering Yes. As 
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long as our secret was a secret, there was no sin towards you, 
no wrong towards the world. The moment our love was known, 
and because it violated the accepted standard of the day, we be- 
came guilty towards each other and towards humanity. Living 
under our own laws of right and wrong unknown to others was 
not sinful, for it offended no one; but publicly flaunting our re- 
lationship is criminal: we crush knowledge, we kill love, we end 
our usefulness. Be reasonable, Gabrielle, marry me. 

Gregoire. As his wife, you can help him in his career ; and, if 
he achieves success, you will have the right to share his triumph 
before all. You are fitted for the highest place. Take it. Marry 
Theophile. 

Gabrielle. Rather than be the Emperor's wife, I would be my 
love's mistress. 

Theophile (more and more warmly). But you are my love, and 
you shall be my love, and the joy of our marriage will surpass all 
else. Your father is powerful in the Church, and, with his aid, 
we must achieve our aim. I shall be proud above all men to think 
my wife is what she is, grateful to her for her sacrifice of freedom. 

Oregoire (sternly to Gabrielle). Choose; you can either give 
Thiophile his career and his life, or his degradation and his death. 
Choose; it rests within your words. 

Gabrielle (to herself). Bitter-sad reality! (To her father.) 
I will marry him to save the wreck of all his hopes, but on one 
condition : our marriage shall be a secret. No one can know but 
we three. His life and mine shall seem the same, and you will 
let him accomplish his duty towards himself, unhindered, un- 
harmed. 

Gregoire. It shall be as you desire. We will go back to our 
library, our books, our real life. I have missed you sadly, I need 
your companionship again. Theophile shall go his way to climb 
his road and find his goal, if his capacity will guide him straight. 

Gabrielle (goes to Theophile, speaks close to his ear). Love 
me, my love ! Let the future bring more than the past, proving 
me right in granting your wish. 

Theophile. Dreamland is behind us; we have at last opened our 
eyes to the realities of Life ! 

Gabrielle (very sadly). I know but one reality. 

Theophile. And that is ? 

Gabrielle. The future may tell you, I will not. (She goes to 
vol, clxxvj, — no, 557. 40 
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the window, a flight of swallows pass quite near her, disappearing 
in the horizon.) The swallows are carrying all my sweet memo- 
ries to Dreamland, they will await my coming into the end of 
time. (She stretches her hands towards them.) 

As the curtain descends the voice of the small boy is heard singing : 

" I see thy image in my sleep ; I sigh for thee by day, 
My passion burns through endless nights; I vanish quite away 
From my dull self, when in my dreams I hold my darling fast, 
And melt, like morning mist, within the shadow of the past." 



ACT III. 

"I will not steal the victory." 

The scene represents a half-ruined garden. A large apple-tree, laden 
with blossoms in full bloom on the left. Under its branches is a sunken 
pool of water with a crumbling, circular marble bench surrounding it. 
At either end of the bench is a statue: Anaxagoras on the left, Em- 
pedocles on the right. 

The entire right side of the stage is filled by a Monastery. The garden 
is enclosed at the back and on the right by a stone wall. In the back- 
ground is a large stone Nunnery; on the left, the houses of the street 
are seen. 

A wooden gate leads through the wall to the Nunnery; an iron door 
opens into the street on the left. 

It is dawn. The light increases, the sunlight streams on the stage, 
the birds sing. By the end of the Act, the noon sun warmly lights the 
whole garden, the bees hum, the insects buzz. 



Scene I. 

Theophile lies sleeping on the marble bench, dreaming. The 
branch of the apple-tree moves gently in the breeze, the blossoms 
rustle very softly. 

Gabrielle's voice (coming from the blossoms). Theophile, 
the spring is here, all nature breathes forth Love; open your 
heart to me again. 

Theophile (speaking in his sleep). Why are you hiding from 
me in the flowers ? 

Gabrielle's voice (coming from the blossom,s). I am the flow- 
ers, I am the spring-time, I am Love. 

Theophile (speaking in his sleep, grasping the branch and 
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crushing it to his face). Awaken me by your fragrance and your 
life from my frightful dream. Gregoire has driven me from one 
refuge to another ; in vain have I hidden ; his watchers have 
harassed me, tortured me. I lost you. Are you alive, or is your 
soul breathing hope to me from these blossoms ? 

Gabrielle's voice (coming from the blossoms). I am the dream 
of this hour. Look into the pool, I am there ; listen to the birds, 
I am in them; feel the warmth of the sun, it is my heart; Spring 
and Love are one, and I am Love. 

Theophile (leaning over the pool). Your eyes are sad, your 
face is lined, you are all in black: you are not Love, you are 
Sorrow. 

Gabrielle's voice (coming from the pool). Love is Sorrow, 
Love is Joy, Love is Life. My eyes are sad from our son's death, 
my face is drawn by the weariness of my days of wandering, my 
robes seem black to you because you cannot see the white light 
of Love. 

Theophile (speaking in his sleep). I know Love. 

Gabrielle's voice (coming softly from the sky). Nay, you 
do not, for you believe Knowledge is the greatest of all earthly 
aims. Knowledge dies without Love. If your heart calls me, I 
shall come from Dreamland, bringing all the stars from Heaven 
to crown you in unfathomable Joy. 

Theophile (speaking in his sleep). My heart, my mind, my 
soul call you ; bring Love to me. I know Love. 

The statue of Empedocles throws back its head, laughing a strident, 
mocking laugh. 



Scene II. 

Theophile (awakened by the laugh, touches the blossoms, looks 
into the pool, stands up and stares at the immovable smiling face 
of Empedocles). Three nights I have dreamt this vision. Each 
time the dream seemed life and real life a dream. Gabrielle 
must be dead ! Could curses kill, Gregoire would now be writh- 
ing in hell-agony, paying his forfeit for her sufferings and mine. 
His vengeance was for what? No lost soul was ever tortured 
by the furies as I have been by Gregoire, since he found I had 
told my marriage to the world. Now at last I have found a safe 
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refuge. My holy orders save me from the shadow of her love, 
the monastery walls protect me from his revenging spies. I have 
gone beyond love on my road. My heart is dead, my mind lives 
alone. Now, in this vast silence of which the peace has entered 
my soul, I shall fulfil my destiny. 

A breeze shakes the branches of the apple-tree, the blossoms fall. A 
knock at the door leading to the street. ThSophile is so deep in his 
thoughts that he does not hear. Another knock and a third. The song 
of the nightingale rings out. Theopile rises from the bench, opens the 
door. 



Scene III. 

Oabrielle enters. She is dressed in the white robes of a novice. As 
she sees and recognizes ThSophile and as he sees and recognizes her, they 
sink into each other's arms, their lips meet, while the birds sing and the 
nightingale seems to pour out its soul in melody. 

Gabrielle. Living ! living ! my love lives ! 

Theophile (as if awakening from a trance, leads her to the 
bench). No, dear sister, your friend lives. 

Gabrielle (very tenderly). I am not your sister; this is but a 
disguise to hide me from my father. I thought of you, dearest, 
as I lay with my dying child. When his tiny heart beat its last 
throb against my breast, and the bitterness of death filled my 
soul, that thought prevented me from following this dead memory 
into eternity. It seems as if the living child had stretched its 
arms between us, as if his little life pushed you out of mine. . . . 
His soul has gone on its way without one word upon it. There 
is nothing now between you and me. Let us turn a new page of 
Life and seek the fulness of Love. 

Theophile. My love is dead. I live in peace above the world 
in the realm of reason. I must live alone. 

Gabrielle (laying her hand on his arm, drawing him down 
on the bench beside her). All men separate the units of Life, be- 
cause their mental vision is not broad enough to understand 
that Love and Hate, Work and Idleness, Joy and Sorrow, Life 
and Death are all the same. We are given the quality entire. We 
use a little, the part we see, the balance we call Evil. Evil is 
the good Ave cannot understand. There is no sin outside our 
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own hearts, there is no life but in our own souls. For all the 
world dies in our individual death. To live, we must grasp Good 
and Evil, Strength and Weakness firmly in our right hand, 
until, when death shall unclineh it, there shall be a unit in the 
palm: Achievement. You know Wisdom, not Love. Open your 
eyes, see they are one. Life is a dead, raw material given to us at 
birth to make into a living thought, or act, or work. To do this 
we must take the whole mass, use every particle. A tangible re- 
sult will live after us to show our life was worth the living. If 
you stay here, your horizon will narrow and lower itself into a 
stone wall, like this one, your field of work will change into a 
ruined garden like this one, filled with crumbling emblems of dead 
civilizations: a very beautiful, but a very sad ruin. Could you 
commit the crime of leaving unfulfilled possibilities as your im- 
print on the world's thought ? Mental murder knows not death, 
it is for Eternit}'. Would a man crush a shadow ? 

Theophile (looking into the pool). I believe you believe what 
you say. My life will prove that Knowledge alone is eternal 
thought. Here my time is all mine. Each hour breeds a new 
ambition, another aim. I do not need Love. Its troubles are 
behind me. My peace means more than all you have given me. 

Gabrielle. I never did you any harm ; I may love you too much. 
Let us go to another country, let us live among a strange people. 
Work there, in our love. (Gently stroking his hand.) Your love 
cannot be dead unless you have killed it by placing a stranger in 
my corner of your heart. This you could not do, for I shall live 
there through all your life. Even in death, for were you to go 
first, your dead arm would open to clasp my body upon your 
dead heart when they laid me in your grave. (Her arm is around 
his neck.) Breathe in this glorious sunlight, let the spring fill 
you with its glow of vigor. This is the Eesurreetion ! Worship, 
love the sun for giving us our youth. Let your innermost being 
sing with the birds, understanding the glory of eternal nature ! 

Theophile (taking her hand in his). Not the power of the 
spring, but the warmth of your love seems to make my heart-beat 
an echo of the past. 

Gabrielle. An echo, a shadow ! Is that all ? How strange is 
the phenomenon of Life ! A man makes the Universe the tool of 
his love, seeing the glory of Life from the summit of aspiring 
Hope; while, in a little time, the same man, looking up from the 
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valley of satisfied desire, sighs, and asks : " What is that soft mist 
behind me that has not substance enough even to leave a shadow 
on my past?" But the seal of Love is lasting. The man who 
loves one woman once, and the man who loves one woman always, 
is the conqueror of time, for he knows life. 

Theophile. I loved you with all the feeling I had to give you. 
You fancied it was endless, forgetting that every human emotion 
runs its course to its limit. Eternity is forever, but there is noth- 
ing born of mind or body on this earth which is stronger than 
death. Knowledge teaches us appreciation; more than that we 
have not the power to understand. (Looking at Gabrielle.) I 
know how beautiful you are, I love your eyes with their emotional 
depths, and your lips with their messages from your soul. You 
seem the Emblem of the Passion of all ages; the touch of your 
hand warms my heart again. ... I want your love once more. 

Gabrielle (interrupting). You want the part which means 
nothing. You said I awoke an echo of the Past, and I fear the 
spectre you think you see is the vast Power of Evil Love which 
would hide all Good from you forever. 

Theophile. I see Incarnate Love. I have held it in my arms 
and it is mine ; I shall find it again. 

Gabrielle. What you are looking for is found in many dreary 
hearts wandering hopelessly beyond the river in yonder streets. 
Go ! Take it from them ! (Theophile takes her in his arms, and 
kisses her passionately on her face and hair. Gabrielle tears her- 
self from him.) You are seeking one sort of love and I can only 
give another. We are not striking the same chord ; but neither has 
any man or any woman ever loved in the same way at the same 
time. You are giving me one part of you, from which I must 
feed all the cravings of my soul and heart. 

Theophile (having regained his composure). Each proof which 
I have asked your love to bring me has been given generously 
and freely. Now I ask the final test, for you are strong enough 
to give it. Leave the world completely, take the vows, come 
to yonder nunnery; from this oasis we shall step into Eternity 
hand in hand, able to vanquish Heaven and Hell, because we 
shall both make Knowledge master Love. Sharing work, abreast 
in endeavor, we shall live in peaceful friendship, while our souls 
grow together into one perfect human whole. Here realities will 
seem distant echoes. Time shall pass unrecorded. We shall as- 
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eend to unknown heights, and, by pursuing Knowledge to its 
source, indicate its direction to the unborn armies of seekers who 
follow in our footsteps. Humanity's history lies written in gigan- 
tic letters across the earth; together we may open our eyes wide 
enough to let the lesson of past ages answer man's everlasting 
question. The mountains, the valleys, the rivers and the oceans 
are an open book. We shall turn the pages undisturbed behind 
these walls. 

Oabrielle. Am I to close my eyes so as not to see, and my 
mouth so as not to lie ? Truth is my star. It cannot shine into 
such an abyss of daily deceit. None of those gods are mine ; that 
is an alien faith. How dare you ask me to forswear myself ? 

Theophile. Then you honor a dead myth more than you love 
me? The vows required of you are far outside our friendship, 
they but insure a safe asylum in which you and I can live with- 
out the jarring sounds of every-day humanity. You would not 
forswear yourself, you would be bringing me the promise of the 
balance of your life. I can accomplish nothing without you. I 
must have your wise judgment to spur me on in my writings and 
teachings. You alone can influence me ; yours are the only words 
of praise or blame which matter to me. If you go out by that 
door (pointing to the door leading to the street), I shall end my 
questionings and failures with some of the Arabian poison I carry 
in my pouch. If you come in by this gate (pointing to the gate 
leading to the nunnery), you shall make the solution of the prob- 
lem yours, proving that Love and Youth are strong enough to con- 
quer life by using its essence to find Wisdom. 

Oabrielle (after a silence). This moment is pregnant with 
Destiny. You fear the result of your capacity, and you thrust the 
responsibility upon my shoulders. ( With the intensity of com- 
pressed emotion.) You are not a part of Nature's Harmony, you 
are a passing Discord. You are a lie, for you ask me to crush my 
soul by living a deception. (More gently.) I came to you this 
morning, as I have always come, with my heart overflowing with 
the softness of Love, and you degrade yourself by asking me to lie 
in my inmost being. (Very sadly, loohing into the pool.) I see 
what seems a bottomless pool. The blossoms falling on the sur- 
face of the stagnant water breathe a semblance of life upon the 
ripples, as they sink and vanish in its depths. I look into those 
shadows; behold, the water only seems unfathomable, for the bot- 
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torn is dull, lustreless, dead stone. One flower is still shining 
there, the others are all withered. Only what is real endures. 
(Leaning down and plucking a white blossom from the pool and 
placing it in her breast, she turns to Theophile and speaks quietly.) 

I thought we could walk together up the road leading to our 
star, with Love and Courage travelling with us and Truth light- 
ing us on ahead. You might have been the Voice ; I, the Inspira- 
tion. But you have never looked up to the skies and beheld Truth 
glowing over all. I might have dreamed on into Eternity, had not 
your real self revealed the coldness of your soul, which has frozen 
love from my heart. I have dreamed my dream and left it be- 
neath me in the shadows of the dusk. You ! You ! to whom I 
freely gave my youth, my freedom, my love, you are craven enough 
to demand the murder of my soul ! 

I live without the aid of any God. 

I believe in Nature, the universal, intangible originator of 
spiritual and physical being. 

I believe in Truth, which shows us our way over the Earth. 

I believe in Death, for it shall open our understanding to what 
we name, in this earthly consciousness, the mystery of the Infinite. 

I shall go on alone, for I see the limit of your soul. Love is 
dead, and nothing human ever comes to life again. I shall grow 
on without you into the Universe, feeling the whole, understand- 
ing the marvellous message borne in every particle. On and on 
and on through the fulness of Life to Victory, seeking Truth in 
all things, great and small. When the time comes for me to rest 
within the vast arms of the Great Stillness, .... I shall need 
my sleep. Perhaps I may stumble as I walk, but I would rather 
fall alone, than stand erect because I leaned on cowardice. I am 
grateful to you for what you have shown me in the realm of 
Eeason, for what you have given me in that of Love. Beyond all 
else I thank you for showing me the door (pointing to the door 
leading to the street), through which I shall pass to my heritage. 
Our dead memories can never seem ashes in my sight, for they 
were living sparks I gave you from my soul. Sometimes in my 
loneliness I shall see them glimmering in their shadowland, and I 
shall feel gratitude to you for the happiness they meant. (She. 
unfastens the novice robes, and, as they drop to the ground, her 
auburn hair falls over her shoulders; she stands clad in the white 
gown of the beginning). 
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Farewell, Past, you have revealed your share. I see the sun 
shining on my path, and my first step alone into the world shall 
he under its virile warmth, with the glory of Nature's Anthem 
ringing in my ears. Farewell, ThSophile! I walk forth on the 
High Road of Life, feeling the mighty wings of Truth rustling 
above me in the winds of everlasting freedom ! 

Oabrielle walks out of the door, transformed into a radiant 
emblem of Life by the rays of the sun. 

Theophile sinks into a heap against his monastery wall. 
The living breath of the noon-hour is over all. 

FINIS. 



